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either side. Then, bursting into tears, she broke in on the worthy
minstrel.
'Phemius/ she said, 'with your knowledge of the ballads that
poets have made about the deeds of men or gods you could en-
chant us with many other tales than this. Choose one of those
now for your audience here, and let them drink their wine in
peace. But give us no more of your present song. It is too sad:
it never fails to wring my heart. For in that catastrophe no one
was dealt a heavier blow than I, who pass my days in mourning
for the best of husbands, the man whose name rings through the
land from Hellas to the heart ofArgos/
But Telemachus would not let Penelope have her way.
'Mother,' he said, * why grudge our loyal bard the right to enter-
tain us as the spirit moves him? Surely it is not the poets that are
responsible for what happens, but Zeus himself, who deals with
each of us toilers on earth as he sees fit? We cannot blame
Phemius if he chooses to sing of the Danaans' tragic fate, for it is
always the latest song that an audience applauds the most. You
must be brave and nerve yourself to listen, for Odysseus is not
the only one who has never returned from Troy. Troy was the
end of many another man. So go to your quarters now and
attend to your own work, the loom and the spindle, and tell the
servants to get on with theirs. Talking must be the men's con-
cern, and mine in particular; for I am master in this house.'
Penelope was taken aback; and she retired to her own apart-
ments, for she was impressed by the good sense that her son had
shown. Attended by her maids, she went upstairs to her bed-
room, and there she wept for Odysseus, her beloved husband,
till bright-eyed Athene closed her eyes in grateful sleep.
Meanwhile in the shadowy hall the Suitors burst into uproar,
and each man voiced the hope that he might share her bed.
But the wise Telemachus called them to order.(Gentleman,'
he cried, Trom you who court my mother, this is sheer inso-
lence. For the moment, let us dine and enjoy ourselves - quietly,
I insist, for it is a lovely thing to listen to a minstrel such as we
have here, with a voice like a god. But in the morning I propose

